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And eucry one his Loue-fcat will aduance. 

Vntohis l’eucrall Miftrefle: which they’ll know 
By fauours fcuerall, which they did beftow. 

Queen. And will they fo?the Gallants fhall be taskt: 
For Ladies j we will eucry- one be maskt, 

And not a man of them fhall haue the grace 
Dcfpight t>f lute, to fee a Ladies face. & 

Hold %ofaline t this Fauour thou lhalt wcare. 

And then the King will court thee for his Dcare: 

Hold,take thou this my fweet,and giue me thine. 

So (hall Berowne take me for Rofaline. 

And change your Fauours too,fo fhall your Loues 
Woo contrary, decciu’d by thefc remoues. 

Rofa. Come on thcn,weare the fauours mod in fight. 
Kath. But in this changing,What is your intent? 
Queen. The effeft of my intent is to crofle theirs: 
They doe it but in mocking merriment, 

And mocke for mocke is ouely my intent. 

Their feocrall cotinfels they vnbofome (hall. 

To Loues miftooke,and fo be mockt withall. 

Vpon the next occafion that we meetc. 

With Vilages difplayd to talke and greetc. 

R of. But fhall we dance,if they defire vs too’t? 
Quee. No, co the death we will not moue a foot, 
Nor to their pen’d l'pecch render we no grace: 

But while’tis fpokc,cach turne away his face. 

Boy. Why that contempt will kill thekeepers heart, 
And quite diuorcc his memory from his part. 

Quee. Therefore I doe it,and I make no doubt. 

The reft will ere come in, if he be out. 

Theres no fuch fporc,as fport by fport orethrownc: 

To make theirs ours,andours none but our owne. 

So fhall we ftay mocking entended game, 

And they well mockr,dcpart away with fhame. Sound. 

Boy. TheTrompctfounds, bemaskt, themaskers 
come. 

Enter Blackamoores with mujtcke , the Boy with afptech, 
and the refi of the Lords dtfgutfed. 

page. Allhailejke richeft Beauties on the earth. 

Ber. Beauties no richer then rich Taffata. 

Pag. A holy parcell of thefaireji dames that euer turn’d 
their baches to mart all viewes. 

The Ladies turne their backes to him. 

Ber. Their eyes villiinc,their eyes. 

Tag. That euer turn'd their eyes to mortall viewes. 

Out 

Boy. True, out indeed. 

Pag. Out of yourfauours heauenlyfpirits vouch[tfe 
Not to beholde. 

Ber. Once to behold,rogue. 

Pag. Once to behold withy our Sunne beamed eyes y 
With your Sunne beamed eyes. 

Boy. They will not anfwer to that Epythite, 

You were beft call it Daughter beamed eyes. 

Pag. They do not markc me,and that brings me out. 
Bero. Is this your perfe&nefleiPbe gon you rogue. 
Rofa. What would thefe ftrangers ? 

Know their mindes Bo jet. 

Ifthey doe fpeake our language, ’tis our will 
That fome plaine man recount their purpofes. 

Know what they would ? 

Boyet. What would you with the Princes i 
Ber. Nothing but peace,and gentle vifitation. 

Rof. What would they, fay they? 
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The meafure then of one is eaflie told 

Boy. If come hither,y ou haue meafur’d njji,. 

And many miles : the Princeffe bids you tell > 

How many inches doth fill V p one mile ? ’ 

Rofa. How manie wearie fteps, 

Of many wearie miles you haue ore-gone 
Arenumbred inthetrauellofonemile? J 

Bero. We number nothing that we fpend for you 

Our dutie is fo rich, fo infinite, * 

That we may doe it ftill without accompt. 
Vouchfafe to fhew the funlhine of your face 
That we ('like fauages) may worfhip it. * 

Rofa. My face is but a Moone.and clouded too 
,, Ki " r ?' e(red are douds,to doe as fuch clouds do 
Vouchfafe bright Moone,and thefe thy ftars tofhine 
(Tnoieclouds remooued) vpon our waterie eyne. * 
By fa. O vaine pcticioner, beg a greater matter 
J hou now requefts but Moonefbinc in the water. 

OUr meafure,vouchfafe but one chanei 
1 hou bidft me beggc,this begging is not ftrange. 

Rofa. Play muficke then: nay you muft doe it foon< 
Not yet no dance: thus change I like the Moone, 

Km. Willyounoc dance ? How come you thus e 
Itranged? 

Rofa. You tooke the Moone at full, butnowflicc 
changed ? 

Km. Yet ftill (he is the Moone, and I the Man. 

. R°f*' The mufick playes, vouchfafe fome motionti 
it: Our cares vouchfafe ic. 

Kin. But your legge* fhoulddoeit. 

Rof. Since you arc ftrangers,& come here by chance, 
Wee'll not be nice,take hands,we will not dance. 
Kin. Why take you hands then? 

Rofa. Onelie to part friends. 

Curtfie fweet hearts,and fo the Meafure ends. 

Kin. More me3lure of this meafure,be not nice. 
Rofa. We can afford no more at fuch a price. 

Kin. Prifc your fclues:What buyes your companit? 
Rofa. Your abfence onelie. 

Kin. Thatcanneuerbe. 

Rofa . Then cannot we be bought:andfoadue, 

Twice to your Vifore, and halfe once to you. 

Kin. If you denie to dance,let’s hold more chat. 
Ref. In priuate then. 

Km. I am beft pleas’d with that. 

JSe.White handed Miftris,one fweet word with thee. 
JQm. Hony ,and Milke.and Suger:therc is three. 
Ber. Nay then two treyes,an if you grow fo nice 
Methcgline,Wort, and Malmfcy; well runne dice: 
There’s halfe a dozen fweets. 

Qu^ Seueath fweet adue,fincc you can cogg, 
lie play no more with you. 

Ber. One word in fecrec. 

Qu. Lee it not be fweet. 

Ber. Thou greeu’ft my gall. 

Queen. 
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Qu. Gall,bitter. 

wm%■with met* chingc. word? 

£ &ic: 
rSayy-^Faite Lord. 

Takey® u that f ° r y ° Ur faite Lady * ‘ 

eh inpriu«e, a andlie b idadifcu. 

A* n, / U What was your vizard made without a tong. 

ft iknowthereafonLadiewhyyouaske. 

^°Uar O for your reafon,quickly lit, I long. , 

You haue a double tongue within your mask. 

, fl (f oort l my fpeechlcfle vizard halfe. 

Veale quoth the Dutch-man: is not Vcale a 

ACalfe faircLadie? 

% No,afaire Lord Calfe. 

Long. Let’s part cbe wprd. 
fat. No, He not be your halfe: < 

Take all *nd weaneic.it may pr°ue an Oxc. ^ 

Long. Looke how you but your feltc in thele ftiarp- 
foockes* 

Will you giue homes chaft Ladic ? Do no t io. 

Mar. Then die a Calfe before your horns do grow. 

Lon One word in priuate with you ere I die. 

Bleat foftly then, the Butcher hcares you cry. 
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
Ki is the Razors edge, inuifible : 

Cutting a fmaller hairc then may be ieenc, 

Aboue the fenfe offence fo (cnfible: 

Seemcth their conference,their coriceits haue wings, 
Fleeter then arrows,bullets wind,thoght.iwifter things 
Rofa. Not one word more my maides, breakeott, 
breakeoff. ’ . . , r *■ 

Ber. By heauen, all drie beaten with pure lcortc. 

Kino. Farewell madde Wenches, you haue fimplc 
... 6 Exeunt. 

wits. 

flu. Twentie adieus my frozen Mukouits. 

Are thefe the breed of wits fo wondred at ? 

Boyet. Tapers they arc, with your fwcete breathes 

P J?e/rf.Wel-hking wits they haue.groCTe.groffe.fat/at. 

Qu. Opouettie in wit,Kingly poore flout. 

WdUhcy not (thinke you) hang thcmfclues to night ? 

Or euer but in vizards fhew their faces: 

This pert Berowne was out of count’nance quite, 

Rofa. They were all in lamentable cafes. 

The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 

Qu. Berowne did fweare himfclfe out of all fuite. 
Mar. Dumame was at my feruicc, and his iword : 

No point (quoth I:) my feruant ftrji ght v v a s mute. 

Ka. Lord Longauili faid I came ore his hart *. 

And trow you what he call’d me? 

Qu . Qualme perhaps. 

Kat. Yes in good faith. 

Qu. Goficknefleasthouarc. 

Rof. Well.bettcr wits haue worne plain ftatute caps* 
But wil you heare; the King is my loue fworne. 

Qu. And quicke Berowne hath plighted faith to me. 
Kat. And LongauiU was for my feruicc borne. 

Mar. \Dumaine is mine as fure as barke on tree. 

Boyet. Madam.and prettie miftreffes giue care. 
Immediately they will againe beheere 
In their owne fhapes: for it can neuer be,' 

They will digeft this harfhindignitic. 


Qu. Will they returne? 

Boy. They will they will,God knowes. 

And lcape for ioy, though they are lame with blowes: 
Therefore change Fauours, and when they repaire. 

Blow like fweet Rofes, in this fummer airc. 

Qu. How blow? how blow? Speake to bee vnder- 
ftood. 

Boy. Faire Ladies maskt,are Rofes in their bud: 
Difmaskt, their damaske fweet commixture ftiowne. 
Are Angels vailing clouds, or Rofes blowne. 

Qu. Auant perplexitie: What (ball vve do. 

If they returne in their owne fhapes to wo 4 
Rofa. Good Madam, if by me you’l be aduis’d. 

Let’s mocke them ftill as well knowne as difguis’d: 

Let vs complaine to them what fooles were hearc, 
Difguis’d like Mufcouites in fhapelcffc geare: 

And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their ftiallow fhowes, and Prologue vildely pen’d: 

And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, 

Should be prefenced at our Tent to vs. 

Boyet. Ladies, withdraw : the gallants are at hand. 
Quee. Whip toourTents, asRoesrunnes ore Land. 

Exeunt. 

Enter the King and the ref. 

King. Faire fir,God faue you. Whet’s the Princefle ? 
Boy. Gone to herTcnt. 

Pleafe it your Maicftie command me any feruicc to her? 
King. That fhe vouchfafe me audience tor one word. 
Boy. I will.and fo will fhe, I know my Lord. Exit. 
Ber. This fellow pickes vp wit as Pigeons peafe. 

And vtters it againe, when hue doth pleafe. 

He is Wits Pedler,and tetailes his Warcs. 

At Wakes, and Waflck,Meetings, Maikets, Faires. 
And we that fell by grofte, the Lord doth know, 

Haue not the grace to grace it with fuch fhow. 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on hisfleeue. 

Had he bin t^dam, he had tempted Sue. 

He can carue too, and lifpe: Why this is he. 

That kill away his hand in courtefie. 

This is the Ape of Forme, Monficur the nice. 

That when he plaics acTables,chides the Dice 
In honorable tearmes: Nay he can fing 
A meane moft meanly, and in Vfhering 
Mend him who can : the Ladies call him fweete. 

T he ftaires as he treads on them kifichis feete. 

This is the flower that imiles on euerie one. 

To fhew his teeth as white as Whales bone. 

And confcienccs tha t wil not die in debt. 

Pay him the dutie of honie-tongued Boyet. 

King. A blifteron his fweet tongue with my hart. 
That put Armatboes Page out ofhispatc. 

Enter the Ladies. 

Ber.See where it comes.Behauiour what wer't thou. 
Till this madman fhew’d thee ? And what art thou now? 
King. All haile fweet Madame,and faire time ofday. 
Qu k Faire in all Haile is foule.as 1 conceiue. 

Kmg. Conftrue my fpeeches better, if you may. 

Qu. Then wifh me better, I wil giue you leaue- 
Kmg. We came to vifit you,and purpofe now 
To leade you to our Court, vouchfafe it then. 

Qu. This field fhal hold me, and fohold your vow: 
Nor God, nor I, delights in periur’d men. 

King. Rebuke me not for that which you prouoke: 

The 
























































